Vol 58 2019 Asian Highlands Perspectives 2019 Vol 58 

MOSH-K 


Pad+ma rig 'dzin 


At one o'clock in the morning, Mosh-K tossed and turned in bed. 
Mosh-K was her WeChat name. Her legal name was Mkha' mo. She 
preferred Mosh-K, a name she had claimed since falling in love with a 
guitarist in high school. Her job as a bread shop assistant meant she 
went to bed early. While at work she tried, unsuccessfully, not to use 
her smartphone. 

She had gotten her job, thanks to a kind Chinese woman, and 
was very grateful to have steady work. "It's been five years in this city," 
she thought. 

Sometimes she felt lost in crowds and lonely, especially, when 
she trudged through subway stations back to her rented room that 
featured a tiny wooden bed and a small desk, where she read and ate 
her meals. It was small, and she liked to keep things clean and tidy. 
Everything was in order. Countless washings had faded her clean blue 
sheet and purple quilt cover. Several old books, her favorite novels in 
high school, were carefully stacked on that small desk. 

Strangers wore cold looks and passed by quickly. The thick 
smoggy air and hot weather made her homesick. 

Mosh-K remembered lyrics of a song - "To miss the smoke of 
fresh, green rhodendron" - sung by a Tibetan woman forced to marry 
a Muslim man in Ka chu. 

Mosh-K missed everything related to her homeland, no matter 
if it was positive or negative. She could smell the moist earth by the 
river, and fresh green grass on the meadow in late spring as she lay face 
down on the grassland, where small yellow flowers grew densely, 
facing the sun. Gradually, morning sunshine warmed her body. 
Listening to sheep grazing around her, she thought the grass must be 
the most delicious fresh grass the sheep had ever eaten. She tasted 
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some, wanting to experience what she imagined the sheep felt, but it 
failed to meet her expectations. 

She smiled. 

But back in her room, the noise from outside made her 
uncomfortable. Wanting to sleep, she pulled her blanket over her head 
and tried to concentrate on her memories. 

"What is the day today?" 

"It is early in the fourth lunar month and time to dig gro ma 1 
'wild yams'." 

Gro ma was her favorite food. She loved yogurt with gro ma. 
Her tongue was soaked in spurting fountains of saliva as she recalled 
this favorite. 

At home, she had often followed her mother to dig gro ma in 
nearby areas when she was a child. She couldn't help much, so she 
wandered on the meadow, trying to identify birds by their chirps. Her 
mother told her larks began singing when spring was coming because 
they sang after warming their brains. 

A month earlier, her mother had called. "Everything is going 
well," she lied, tears rolling down her cheeks. 

A soft, acid substance choked her throat. She clutched the 
phone to her chest as a warm, soft voice called, "Mkha' mo, Mkha' mo... 
Take care for yourself. Whenever you return, I will always love you." 

"I hate him, but I love him. This is my truth. I want to remove 
his odor from my soul after that Chinese woman stole him, but it's 
hard, hard. I hate my nose because it still registers his cinnamon 
smell..." Mosh-K thought. 

Time flowed on without a pause, like her memories. 

Unable to sleep. 

Nearly two AM. 

She checked her smartphone screen. No messages. "What are 
my high school classmates up to now?" she wondered. 

Since she had vanished with the singer to the city, she had 
stopped communicating with her acquaintances. 
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"Perhaps, some are now doing their MA degrees?" she 
speculated, then played a love song on her phone, and tried to sleep 
again. 

... when the wheels of rumor start 
friends and lovers flee, let it be; 
my darling, will you live here with me?" 


Tibetan Terms 


gro ma ^5J| 
ka chu 

me tog ser chen 
mkha' mo 
pad+ma rig 'dzin 



